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Kirk sat on the couch listening to the rain through the opened windows. He sipped on his wine as he wrote 
down some guitar part ideas. Just as he was changing the music he was listening to, the doorbell rang. 
Looking at his watch, he realized it was 1:30 and wondered who it could be so late. He lazily got up and walked 
over to the front door to answer it. 

Opening it, he was taken aback by Lars standing there. For a second, he forgot Lars knew the security code to 
Kirk's front gate. They stood for a minute, taking each other in. Both were excited. 


Lars was soaked as it was pouring outside, with his jeans clinging to his legs. His chest heaved, probably since 
he ran from his car. He ran his hands through his wet hair and peeled his shirt away from his chest. It still 
clung to him very tightly and Kirk liked the way it hugged his body, showing every muscle. He scanned his eyes 
down lower to the bulge in his pants. So full, waiting to be grabbed. 


Kirk looked so sexy standing there in his light blue Hawaiian button down shirt. It was completely opened except 
for the last two buttons, exposing his smooth, tanned chest. He wore white, loose, gauzy pants that were so 
thin, he could see the shape and color of Kirk's legs through them. He was barefoot, god damn, he looked 
amazing. He stood there, running his fingers through his curls, letting them bounce back into place as he took a 


sip of his wine. 


Lars licked his lips and moved his way past the threshold and grabbed Kirk. Before Kirk could breathe, he had 
his arms wrapped around Lars's neck and they kissed slowly, savoring each other. Lars tasted the sweetness 
of the wine mixed with the cigar which Kirk had finished a while ago. This made him crazy. He reached for 
Kirk's wine glass and took a sip from it before setting it on the table next to the door. 


He then returned his attention to Kirk's hot mouth. His tongue explored him now, making Kirk moan, as he slid 
Lars's jacket off his shoulders. He'd gotten Kirk wet from his body, as Kirk made his damp skin warm with his 


touch. His own shirt was wet and clinging to him now as their bodies pressed intimately together. 


Lars started undoing the buttons on Kirk's shirt, he slid it off his shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. Kirk 
enjoyed him running his hands all over his shoulders and chest. He groaned when he grazed his nipples lightly, 
making them hard. 


Then he went for Lars's shirt. He started to slide it up his torso and his fingers trailed on his wet skin. Kirk 
teasingly ran his fingertips below his navel and around it, Lars sighed heavily and his stomach twitched. It was 


so erotic with the water trickling on his skin from his shirt. They broke the kiss so he could get the shirt off 


over his head. 


They held each others intense gaze and Kirk smirked lustfully at him. Lars ran his eyes down Kirk's body and 
saw how hard he was through his pants. He could tell he was naked under them as he could see his cock 
through the paper thin material. Riding very low on his hips, the front hung right above his erection, holding 
them up. 


He could feel Lars getting harder against his leq from that vision. Kirk wanted to enjoy the mood he had set 
for himself, and grabbed Lars's hand, leading him to the living room. 


They stood next to the couch as Lars took it in. The lights were all off with the room being illuminated by the 
fresh and exotic smelling candles. It smelled just like the beach, one of Kirk's favorite places. A bottle of wine 
sat on the coffee table, barely touched. Two guitars rested on stands with a notepad on the floor. Then he 


heard the slow, sexy blues music with some of the melodic guitars. Kind of reminiscent to the music Kirk 


played on the Load € Reload albums, subtle and soulful. There was a chill in the house since the windows were 
opened with the curtains gently bellowing from the breeze. Lars was turned on by the setting alone. All his 
senses took everything in, and all he wanted was to taste Kirk next. He sensed Kirk was trying to unwind- and 


that's what he intended to do. 


After a minute, Kirk faced him and put a hand on his back, pulling him towards his chest. He kissed Lars's neck 
and tickled the skin on his back with his fingers as he worked his way to his chest. Lars was exploring Kirk's 
body with his hands, too. He managed to get his hands inside the back of his pants, squeezing his firm ass. 


Kirk loved the way he tasted and smelled, his cologne making him horny and he smelled of soap, mixed with 
rain. He tasted sweet and salty at the same time as now he was sweating a little. Lars got a whiff of Kirk, too 
and his hair smelled freshly washed and was damp and soft to the touch, hinting at a recent shower. 


Kirk unzipped Lars's pants, now that he was on his knees, licking his stomach. He pulled them down and helped 
him get the wet denim off before he caressed his cock through his underwear. Lars moaned in pleasure as he 
teased him. Kirk licked him through his underwear, then ran his tongue back up his body as he pressed it hard 
against his erection. Then he stood, face to face with him. 


Lars grabbed him, kissed him hungrily, wanting to devour Kirk. He moved his hands to Kirk's waist and slid his 
pants off. Kirk stepped out of them, kicking them aside. Lars found his cock begging for attention and slick with 
pre-cum. Kirk groaned in agony enjoying the sweet torture they put each other through. 


Lars backed Kirk down to the couch which was good since his legs were getting all wobbly. Lars stroked hard 
as Kirk got comfortable with his eyes closed and his head back. Lars moved closer in between his legs and took 
him into his mouth. Kirk's moans got louder by the second as Lars teased his balls at the same time. He 
sucked on the head intensely knowing how good this made him feel. He looked up at Kirk watching his reaction 
His eyes shot open when he swirled his tongue over and over around the most sensitive spot. His body ached 
from pleasure all over and he screamed Lars's name as he came hard and fast into his mouth. Lars slowly 
rubbed his balls as he felt every last drop slide down his throat, and felt the contractions in his muscles 
subside. 


Kirk's body was on fire now. He sat for a moment before he pulled Lars to him and pinned him to the couch 
claiming his mouth, tasting himself. 

Lars let him ravage him and enjoyed Kirk's assault on his nipples as he flicked his piercing with his tongue. He 
slowly slid off his underwear. The soft, supple leather felt so good against his naked flesh. And Kirk's hot naked 
flesh felt even better on top of him. He stroked Lars slowly, causing him to writhe under him. He ran the pre- 
cum over his fingers, then slid them down to his ass. 


Lars breathed in as he slowly inserted a finger into him. He stroked him with his other hand and watched Lars 
grip onto the headrest of the couch. He felt him relax around his hand, so he inserted another finger. He 

moved them expertly in and out as Lars was stroking Kirk again, readily getting him hard. It didn't take too long 
as his excitement was rising again. Lars's breathing became harder and louder. His moans mixing with the wails 


of the guitars that filled the room. 


Kirk felt his cock twitch and he slowly removed his fingers. He kneeled in between Lars's legs with his cock 
pressing against him. Lars opened wider for him as he gently guided himself inside him. 


Kirk thrusted slowly and decided this felt too good to rush. He let Lars wrap his legs around his hips and lay 
on his body. He slowly moved in and out of him. He kissed his chest as he grabbed Lars's hands and held them 
above his head, making him go deeper. They both let out a small cry at how delicious this felt. Lars met his 
hips thrust for thrust and searched for his mouth. his hair tickled him as he grabbed his head to kiss him. 
Lars was aching when Kirk grabbed his cock and pumped it in his hand. He sped up his rhythm as Lars slid his 
hands down to his ass, guiding him as he seemed to go deeper and deeper. The tightness and warmth was 


heaven to Kirk 


Lars loved the hardness and firmness of Kirk's ass, feeling his muscles tighten as he moved faster. Kirk kept 
increasing his speed when he found Lars's sweet spot. Lars was so close he kept thrusting harder against Kirk. 
Then he felt it all over his body and he screamed from the intensity as he came all over Kirk's hand. 


Kirk then pushed harder, releasing himself inside of him. Arching his back, he put a hand out behind him for 
support and Lars ran his hands all over his body. All his muscles were hard and tight to the touch and he was 
sweating as he cried with his own climax. Kirk then fell on top of Lars, as they both caught their breaths. 


They lay like that for a minute. Kirk listened to his heart thumping in time with the drums of the song that 
was playing. Lars kissed the top of Kirk's head and played with his curls until he shivered. Kirk got up and 
handed him the box of tissues, then cleaned himself up. 


He then grabbed the thick, heavy blanket out of the ottoman, covering them both as he sat back in between 


Lars's legs, his back against his chest. 


They stayed like that all night. They didn't speak, they just acted with touch, scent, taste and listening... They 


enjoyed the music, the wine, and each other with the rain splattering against the windows. 


